THE SEEING OF INDIA

Come, brothers, come! for the snows are far,
Come, brothers, come! to the healing shrine,
Come, brothers, come! for the peace that endures.

The great pilgrimage, the yearly pilgrimage to Haramukh
in Kashmir, was in full force, and all the yearning for release
and peace on a road untold, that lies at the bottom of the
heart of man and woman, but most especially man, seemed
released in that hurrying crowd, that had been marching
for days, or driving by the cart road in bullock-wagon and
pony-cart.

Many there were who dropped by the roadway, and here
and there a family stepped aside that the mother might give
birth behind the blanket screen to the *un qui vienf ... a
few hours and she, with her shouldered babe, would be tramp-
ing on again. Past pine and fir spruce, past cedar deodaris,
and out of the forest to the scattered silver birch, the juniper
scrub and the bilberry, past the wayside cairn that some
pious Moslem may have built, on to the tarn and the deep
black pool and the bubbling well and the grey stone shrine.
There would be the promised peace, and the balm.

And down on the road where the press lay heaviest an
aged Jesuit priest, in white soutane and black skull-cap,
moved and worked. Here a word and there a hand, and in
his hand the keys of all the creeds, while far above a poised
eagle scanned the depth.

INDIAN DANCING GIRLS

Pilgrims and shrines are all very well. Let us now see
something of the pleasure of the East. It may well be that
you wish to see one of those Indian nautches, those per-
formances by professional dancers and Indian beauties, of
which you have heard. Perhaps that may be arranged, but
the normal nautch as easily hired and presented may be
singularly dull to Western eyes. Not for them does the sub-
stratum of posture and suggestion carry its purport. Never-
theless nautches there are and nautch girls of extreme grace